
A Panoramic View of Cripple Creek, Col., the Scene of the Latest Gold Rush, Where They Say Even the Streets Are Raved with G
(From photographs taken for the Journal.)

"Dem Golden
Streets."

The Journal's Woman Re¬
porter Walks on Them

in Cripple Creek,

"King" Stratton Gives Her a

Nugget Just Fresh Out
of His Mine.

The Independence Is a Golconda,
but She Finds That "There

Are Others."

LOTS OF EMPTY POCKETS.

The Main Street of the Settlement Is
Paved with Low Grade Ore, and

the Very Landscape Is Being
Changed Rapidly.

Cripple Creek, Jan. 1..Ail Eastern
woman Is a curiosity at Cripple Creek.
Since my arrival here I have been the
recipient of attentions, some of which have
been bewildering, a few embarrassing,
some quaint, some touching, some crude,
some courtly, and all inspired by an honest
gallantry that no woman could fail to ap¬
preciate.

i\s the Journal representative Cripple
Creek has gone out of its way to do me

honor. The fact Is .that Cripple Creek
hugely admires the enterprise of a great
Eastern daily that sends a woman on such
a long and tedious journey in order that
Its readers may be enabled to contem-

goes out ter work by the day until he gits
about $50 saved. Then he buys a little hill
from somebody and digs down for gold.
Fifty dollars buys about forty square feet
of land that's been gone over and nothln'
found yet. Them fellers found enough the
first day's dlggin' ter pay fur their shaft-
In'. Now they only got ter play with the
shaftin* gear. The gold does the rest."
"Hello, there's Stratton!" exclaimed my

driver, touching up the mules and turning
them aside into a field. "Here, git out an'
we'll go over ter see him. He's at the In¬
dependence mine now. That's his own

property. No side partners. Stratton
takes out almost all the gold from the In¬
dependence himself. He owns part of the
Portland, too. But there's other fellers in
that. He can't run it as he wants ter."
As I stepped from the carry-all a heavily

built man, who had been leaning over what
looked like a coop on top of a small ele¬
vation of land a few rods away, looked up.
His face was seamed and his eyes had the
dark, concentrated look that I notice all
the gold-diggers wear.
When he saw he was to have a woman

visitor he started toward us.
"That man," said my guide, as he walked

up to meet Stratton, "is the only man in
the world who doesn't want to know how
much money he is worth. Hush! Don't
ask any more questions. I'll tell ye all
about him by-and-by."

Stratton, the man who doesn't want to
know how much money he's worth, shook
hands with us, greeted us in a few words,
and invited us up to see the Independence
Mine at work.
Have you ever been to a gold mine? If

you haven't you'll be disappointed the first
time you see one.
We stood at the top of a little shafting

apparatus hearing the sounds a few feet
below and waiting for the signal. It came
.a sharp twitching of the ropes! Then we
all pulled up. The ropes work partly by
machinery and partly by human aid, for
the gearing of this great mine is still very
crude.
We had only a few feet to lift, for the

mine is so shallow you could easily see Into
it if the top structure were not built over
it. Many of the mines are not deep at all;
they are in the side of hills. \

When the miners came up I was aston¬
ished to see that there were only six of
them. They carried between them three
small buckets. In the buckets were lumps
about the size of your fist of dark rocks,
specked with green, and with greenish
lines upon some of them. In one of the
buckets lay a lump very much greener than
the others.
"That's a nugget," said Stratton. "You

can have it. The Independence gives a

The Residence of Cripple Creek's Richest Citizen.
(From a photograph of Stratton's house.)

>Iate this most Interesting of settlements
Trom a new point of view. And Cripple
Creek takes It as a delicate compliment.
Cripple Creek is to-day the most inter¬

esting place I ever saw, and I know how
the Sphinx looks from the banks of the
Nile, and have a very clear recollection of
the Alhainbra. The treasures of the Old
World are not in it with the treasures of
our new one.
Cripple Creek is a settlement of streets

and houses. The outside limits are about
six miles square, but the people live in
the middle, where there is a street.Ben-
iiett avenue.which is the main street of
the town. At each side of it there are

houses, aud branching each way are side
etreets.precisely what you would find in
any little country place.
But the wonder of Cripple Creek Is

when you start out to "do" it, as I did just
before New Year's Day.
The same carry-all that had brought me

to the hotel from the slopping place of
the stage coach called for me promptly
In the morning, and I got In, ready for
the drive that promised such a wealth of
excitement and discovery.

"I suppose ye'll do the Golden Circle
fust," said the guide, adding: "The Golden
Circle is what we call the road that winds
'round through twenty hills and past forty
gold mines. It's about ten miles long."
"The Golden Circle by all means," I said.
As he clicked up the mules.the only

horses Cripple Creek owns as yet.the sun
came out full and bright.
"Is that Pike's Peak?" I asked, slanting

my eyes upward to where its great black
dagger settled the face of the golden disk.
"That's Pike's Peak and no mistake,"

said he, "and you're riding now through
the country that was the Western war-

cry a few years ago. I suppose ye alnt old
enough to remember the 'Pike's Peak or
bust' period, are ye? But I am! To Pike's
Peak or bust 1 came twenty-live years ago.
Aud I've lived here ever since. This street
used to be my cow pasture. It's growed
up in three months.
"Am I a rich man now? Well, sis. I

Bint goin' ter talk. Talkin's dangerous in
these parts now. But I'll say 1 own a

mighty fine cow pasture now Jjack of this
here hotel, an' here, now, the folks scoop
up their cow pasture soil an' sends it ter
the smelting works, 'cause it's gold."
At this my guide looked at me cau¬

tiously, triumphantly.
"It's pure gold," lie repeated; "this hull

country's gold.notliin' but gold. You
bring up lots of It that needs to be
smelted."
But we were past Bennett avenue now

and Into the real country. The grass was
dead upon the hills and there were no
cattle. But plenty of activity reigned. In
the top of the first hill I saw a queer
thing sticking dp. It looked like a wind-
Diill, and It was turning aud letting out
queer sounds. "That's a new shaft," said
my guide. "Them fellers there's got a

grub stake and they're workin' it. They
expect to llnd gold."
"What is a grub stake?" I asked.
"A grub stake," said my guide, "is a

plot of land that alnt worth much of any-
HjJur. A fellow that wants a grub stake

great many such. Other mines you have to
assay and smelt and work over them
with synide. But not this daisy little
mine."
The men stood by smiling, while the

buckets were being emptied into a closed
wagon, bound with iron bands that stood
near by.
"Here, boys, hitch on the mules and haul

the stuff to the works. And that'll do for
to-day," said the man who doesn't want
to know how much money he's worth.
"Why, it's only 10 o'clock," I said. "Do

you dismiss your men early when there's
so much gold to be taken out of the
earth?"
Stratton looked at me keenly.
"Young woman," said he, "I thought

you must be one of the smart ones, coin¬
ing from civilization out to Cripple Creek,
but I see you don't know any more than
the rest of them.
"Young woman, I worked five years at

carpentering and looking for gold. When
I struck it I called it the Independence,
because 1 knew it would make me inde¬
pendent for life. There's one over next to
It I called Washington, because I'm a
pal riot, but that one wasn't any account.
"This mine's got more gold in it than

there is now in all the world. I could
buy up England with the gold that's un¬
der here," tapping the earth with his foot,
"but I don't want to.
"The gold is down there, and there it's

going to stay until I know what to do
with it. I bring up $4,000 worth a day, or
$100,000 worth a month. That's enough
for me at present. The men know it, too.
If they make a mistake and bring up dou¬
ble the quantity they get laid off for a
week and no pay. I want that money left
down in the earth. You can't burn it, and
.you can't steal it when it's there."
Here I could see that Mr. Stratton was

getting tired, for he works nights, I'm
told, and sleeps daytimes. So I shook
hands with him.
We drove back to the town, for it was

near noon, and the miners were coming
home to dinner. Cripple Creek is so near
the gold mines that a mine owner cau
easily go to his mine from his home, as a
business man goes dally to his office. This
is mining upon a new scale, and is so en¬
joyable that the men working in the lots
around have discovered nearly fifty new
mines inside a month, all worth at least
$40 to a ton of ore. Bilt this is small.
"You're riding upon a gold street now,"

grinned the guide as the mules pulled us
along.
"A gold what?" I exclaimed, forgetting

my manners.
"A gold street. This street is paved with

nuggets. You don't believe it? Well, ye
can.
"When we first found gold we had to

have a smooth pavement ter cart the ore
over. We hadn't contracts for any build-
ins stone out here, and we didn't know
what to do. We need gold smelting works
here more than we need gold. The ore
lies fn piles waiting to be worked. One of
the mines had been shafting that day, and
the ore didn't come up well. It wasn'trich enough in gold per ton to pay xor
smelting.
" 'These nuggets is hard as iron,' said the

" That's a nugfget," said Stratton, " you may have it if you want."
(Sketched from life.)

owner. 'Fill up the street: with them. An'
I'll take my pay in havin' the street smooth,
l£ ye wont ask me to do any work 011 it.'
"We took him up on his offer anil filled up

for a mile with gold ore. When the gold's
all gone from here, if it ever is, I reckon
this pavement might sell it by the inch,
dug up.
"Well, now I'll leave you," said he, pull¬

ing up at the door of the saloon, back of
which it the 'best hotel in the place.' And
if you want ter admire the scenery back
of yer winder, ye better do it this morning.
It wont be there to-morrow.
"What do I mean?" he asked, laughing at

my surprise. "I mean God's gospel truth.
We're shipping the scenery now for certain.
That hill over there is to be levelled this
afternoon, and sent down to the works.
We scraped it yesterday and found gold at
the rate of $100 a ton. But that is nothin',
when the Independence gets gold a thou¬
sand dollars to the ton in some spots.
"An, by the way, if you ever say anything

about Stratton put it strong for him. He's
the squarest man to be found in these parts.
He's the backbone of Cripple Creek, money
fool as he Is!"

I thought of Stratton and his unex¬
plored Golconda, and then I thought of
the hundreds of men with that eager
look in their eyes and the restless air of
those who hunt fortunes and fail to find
them.

I thought of the history of gold camps
since the world began; of the few who find
and the many who seek.
Then I stepped off the gold sidewalk and

went in to dinner at this, the newest gold
town in the world.

CONSTANCE MERRIFIELD.

FOUND A NEW CONTINENT.
Borchgrevink, the Norwegian Sailor,

Who First Set Foot on the
Antarctic Mainland.

It is more than probable that another
continent as large as North America will
be traced on the map of the world before
the advent of the twentieth century.
At the Sixth International Geographical

Congress, which convened not long ago in
London, there was no subject that awak¬
ened greater interest among the learned
delegates from all lands than the possi¬
bility of exploring the vast mysterious
regions which are now known to encircle
the South Pole.
The man who furnished the congress

with the latest and most authentic reports
of Antarctic exploration is the Norwegian,
Captain Borchgrevink. This Intrepid sailor
is the first and only traveller who has
actually set foot on the mainland of the
Antarctic Continent, the existence of which
Captain James Itoss only surmised in 1841,
but of which he never saw an outline and
which he called Victoria Land.
Captain Borchgrevink is in the prime of

life and full of the hardiness and vigor
characteristic of the Viking race. With
the phenomenal progress and Increasing
speed of modern navigation there is 110
doubt that within another decade will be
mapped out, as a result of his efforts, an¬
other new world for fortune-seeking hu¬
manity to conquer and possess. After
weeks of tedious struggle through lofty
peaks of floating ice, he lauded on moun¬
tainous shores which, to conform with the
chimeras of such daring navigators as Cap¬
tain Sir James Clark Ross, of England;
Captain Charles Weeks, of the United
States, and others, is marked by a bare
outline 011 maps. When, in the course of a
scholarly lecture, he depicted the experi¬
ences of that dangerous voyage, which he
undertook on September 20, 1894, he awak¬
ened the deepest interest of the geographi¬
cal scientists.
The Captain related that after being in

daily peril of being crushed between un¬
scalable walls of ice for thirty-eight days,
his ship finally drifted into comparatively
smooth water of vast extent. He directed
his course toward Cape Adair, which was
reached on January 16.
Cape Adair rises 4,000 feet above the sea

level. As far as they could see, Captain
Borchgrevink and his Intrepid crew beheld
the coasts of Victoria Land. Some of the
mountains appeared 12,000 feet high and
were capped with snow and ice. On Jan¬
uary 18 they came in sight of Possession
Island, where James Ross had landed more
than a half century Uefore and had plant-,
ed the British flas-

pinds fHs
in pur\6fals.

Johnny Lookup Has the Queer¬
est of All New York's
Queer Crankinesses.

Thirty Years Old, He Wears a Boy's
Knickerbockers and the Face

of a Centenarian.

FOLLOWS HEARSES EVERY DAY.

Sometimes He Succeeds in Taking Charge
and Then He Mixes the Mourn¬

ers Up Most Dread¬
fully.

Whether the corpse Is that of a prince
or a pauper makes no difference to Johnny
Lookup. He turns out of his queer little
tenement house home on Bethune street,
near Greenwich, a little after 7 o'clock
every morning, and goes to the news stand
at the corner of Hudson street, with the
proprietor of which he has established him¬
self on a friendly footing.
"Well, Johnny," remarks the newsman,

"this will be a busy day for you, my son.
I see seven nice funerals that you can at¬
tend just as well as not. And they are not
far apart. That's a blessing."
The newsman has been examining the

newspaper with the idea of giving his
odd acquaintance some points. Then John¬
ny takes the newspaper and examines
it for himself. This done, he enters
in a little book the addresses of such fu¬
nerals as he wishes to attend, the only
things guiding him in his choice being the
location and the time of starting. Prince
or pauper, pagan or priest, it is all one to
Johnny, providing it does not interfere too
much with his other engagements.
Johnny's personal appearance is as odd

as his pursuit. It is not always what one
looks for in a mourner. His sole conces¬
sion is a pair of black stockings and a
rusty band of crape which he wears around
his dingy brown derby hat, the gift at
some remote period of some kind-hearted
but misguided funeral director, who was
not aware at the time of Johnny's amiable
weakness.
Johnny's face, which continually wears

the most wobegone expression, is seamed
with the deep lines of old age. He has but
one eye, and that squints, while his nose
is unquestionably hooked. His walk, too,
is an old man's shuffle. Here the evi¬
dences of age end. The rest of his person
is that of a youth of twelve or thirteen
years. He wears such clothes as come to
him, but is generally dressed in knicker¬
bockers, which heighten the drollness of
his looks. He is in reality thirty years old.
Johnny's attendance at the last sad rites

paid to persons whom he never knew or
heard of until he saw the announcements
of their funerals in the newspapers is a
mania. In his mad infatuation for con¬
ducting funerals (for in liis own mind he
does take full charge of the obsequies) he
will cheerfully trot from the Battery to
Harlem, and from Corlears Hook to the
foot of Spring street, on the West Side,
let it raiu, hail or shine. The lugu-
briousness of his occupation is not
unmixed with the ludicrous at times.
As may be surmised, Johnny's intellect

is not of the strongest, but his mania is
of the mildest sort, and puts no one else
to half as much trouble as it does him.
Moreover, he gets absolutely nothing but
the gratification of his strange tastes out
of it. If his peculiar whim were attendance
at weddings or christenings, there would
be more cakes and ale in it for the harm¬
less little fellow.
Johnny is regarded by the colored popu-

lation of Bethune and Greenwich streets
around his home with superstitious awe.
Not a few of the white residents as well
are a little timid about meeting his gaze.The familiar cry of "Come seven. is
never heard when Johnny is around. To
policy and crap players Johnny Is a hoo¬
doo of the most pronounced type. It is
not an unusual sight to see a portly col¬
ored woman leave her basket of clothes
in the street and flee at his approach into
the nearest doorway for safety. Johnnylives with his mother, a respectable widow.

It Is at the house of mourning that
"Johnny Lookup" shows to the best ad¬
vantage. At all other times he shuflles
along with his peculiar gait, saying noth¬
ing to anybody and ignoring the jeers of
the facetious small boy. Once outside the
crape draped door all this changes. His
face takes on an expression as near to
that of contentment as a face moulded on
such lines as his possibly can; his step
grows elastic and lie is all officiousness,
telling the hackmen where to stand, and
even attempting to give orders to the ma¬
jestic driver of the hearse. It sometimes
happens that his officiousness is rebuked,
but this does not bother Johnny. He
sometimes manages to get things mixed
up sadly, however.

It was at the funeral of a wealthy man
who lived on Murray Hill, and everything
was being conducted with the utmost de¬
corum. Johnny arrived on the spot just
as the casket was being carried down the
broad stoop to be placed in the hearse.
Most people are, as a general thing, rather
helpless at funerals, aod when any one
with any show of authority undertakes to
direct matters he is seldom questioned.
The coflin was placed in the hearse and
the carriages began to drive up to the
door for the mourners. As the first car¬
riage came up Johnny opened the door,politely handed in several people and shut
the door. Then he waived a signal to the
hearse driver to start, and the processionmoved off. Another carriage drove up, and
Johnny filled it with people selected at
random from those standing about. Sev¬
eral other carriages were filled in the
same way, and then the mourners beganto murmur. Johnny was mixing people up.
The real funeral director appeared on the

scene at this moment, and took in the
situation at a glance. He promptly turned
Johnny over to a policeman, but there
were many heart burnings among the
mourners during the long drive to the
cemetery.
But Johnny Is not often given such an

opportunity. The undertakers all know
him, and generally succeed In engaging
his attention until the funeral has started.
Then Johnny trots contentedly in front of
the hearse, his head held high and looking
very grave, often to the very cemetery.
He Is well known on all the ferry lines
patronized by the black coaches, and is
passed free, for the ferrymen like his sim¬
ple ways.
Mr. Healy, who drives a hearse for a

Ninth Ward undertaker, told a story about
"Johnny Lookup" which is not without its
pathos.
"It was only a $12 funeral, you under¬

stand," said Healy, "and the hearse was at
the door of the house in Bank street be¬
fore 8 o'clock In the morning. It was a
bitter cold morning, too. The funeral was
that of a youug man who had been killed
on the docks, the only son of a widowed
mother. When I entered the house to bring
out the coffin the first thing I saw was
Johnny Lookup, bustling about setting
things to rights and sympathizing with the
poor mother more by his looks than any
word he spoke, for he spoke not at all. Of
all that young man's friends and acquaint¬
ances, Johnny was the only person who
followed him to the grave, and he did not
know him at all. It comforted the mother
greatly. Some busybody afterward told
her that Johnny did not know her son, and
that he was there because he had a mania.
She did not believe It, and Johnny has a
good friend in her now."

It is just possible that even Johnny
Lookup's peculiar mania is not without its
purposed

HE HAS NO FINGER NAILS.

Max Bach, Charged in Brooklyn with a

Florida Double Murder, Is a

Strange Degenerate.
In Max Bach, arrested the other day In

Brooklyn ou the charge of double murder,
scientists would find an ideal "degenerate."
Bach is a strange creature.

On June 21, 1894, a horrible murder was
committed at Lawty, Bradford County,
Fla. Gustavus A. Drolsharen and his
wife were found dead, the woman shot
through the right eye, the man through
the back of the head.
At the time there was no clew as to

who the murderer might be. Detectives
have been working up the case ever since,
and it Is now claimed that Bach, the
nephew of the old couple, is the guilty par¬
ty. Bach is a queer character. He is a na¬
tive of Metz, Germany, and Is about twen¬
ty-Ave years old. From the time of the
murder until eight months ago he lived at
Lawty. He then came to Brooklyn and
married Mary Franz, whom he had met
In the South.
Bach finally obtained employment at

Sautter's drug store, in Williamsburg. He
had no knowledge of pharmacy, although
he claimed to have, and his chief duties
were to clean the soda fountain and polish
the metal fixtures. His co-workers disliked
the man and yet felt a little pity for him.
He was very dull and stupid .and seemed
utterly incapable of understanding the
simplest matters.
He stood in awe of the electric lights at

the drug store, and when told to turn them
on, attempted to climb one of the large
columns which support the celling. He
was decidedly dense.
At the same time there was a certain

animal cuteness about his character which
was abnormally developed. He laid traps
for the clerks, and enjoyed catching any
one by any little device of his crafty na¬
ture. A blind (?) beggar came Into the
store last Summer and asked for a drink.
Bach cutelv shook his head, but said noth¬
ing. The beggar readily understood that
he had been refused. He had suddenly re¬
covered his sight. He cursed Bach again
and again, until the superstitious German
was utterly terrified.
"Now I shall have bad luck," he said to

one of the boys.
Bach's appearance is anything but pre¬

possessing. He is fully six feet in height
and very slim and bony. He is loose-jofnt-
ed, his head is sunk between his shoulders,
his chest is narrow and contracted, and he
swings his arms loosely, like a monkey.
His face is repulsively weak. His com¬
plexion light, his hair straw-colored, coarse
and cut pompadour. His forehead is low
and narrow, his eyes are blue, faded and
small. His nose is large and his chin re¬

ceding. His mouth is very homely and his
ears enormous and prominent.
Bach's expression in the drug store was

furtive. He always seemed fearful lest
some one would attack him. When he
walked along the street, with his head
bowed, his long arms swinging and his hat

A Tminloact
of Gold Ore.

Coloradoans Will Dazzle New
York with Their

Wealth,

A Special Train Loaded with^
the Yellow Metal Is

Coming.
I

Regulation Mine Guards and Notedr
Capitalists to Accompany This

Monte Cristo-Like Exhibit

GOTHAMITES MAY BUY IF THEY WILLI

This Fortune in Ore Intended to Be th»
Feature of the New Min¬

ing Exchangs
Opening.

In order to advertise to the world Its
new era of prosperity, some prominent
Colorado people have hit upon a novel
plan. Other prominent Coloradoans think
the State needs no advertising, but there Is
an ostentatious, theatrical element about
the scheme proposed that rather catches
the fancy of a Westerner. It is no less
than to send a special train to New York
City loaded with $1,000,000 worth of gold
ore manned by a dozen or so leading cit¬
izens and guarded by a picked body of
armed men. It «i» ulso *>».».* .*** tL. *. *».»

immense pyramid of Colorado gold bearing
the mint stamp of fineness, weight aud'
value, accompany the exhibit.

Tlie Richest Mine on Earth.Perhaps.
(From a photograph of the Independence.)

pulled low over his face, he looked like a

suspicious character.
Bach had singular hands.I They were

large, bony and with promiupnt kuucltles,
and he always had them bent in such a

way that it was impossible to see the ends
of his fingers. One the men at the store
tried to get a chance to see them for three
weeks and finally succeeded in solving the
mystery of his hiding them. He ascer¬
tained that Bach's fingers were without
any sign of finger nails. Each finger is
smooth and without blemish. This is a

freak of nature and not due to any acci¬
dent. These nailless fingers giTe the hand
a horrible and ghastly appearance.
Bach's coat collar was always turned up

about his ears when he was at Sautter's.
In vain his employer ordered him to turn
It down. Even in August Bach persisted in
wearing it up. It would seem as though
he feared a blow at that part of the body.
Gustavus Droshagen was shot in that
Identical spot.
When Bach talked with the clerks at the

store it was always about the money he
was to get some day. He had filed a
claim for the estate of the murdered man
and expected it from that source.

It is reported that the motive for the
crime was revenge because the old man had
disinherited his nephew. The will which
would prove this was destroyed on the
night of the murder.
Bach told the porter at the drug store

that a negro had killed his relatives. De¬
spite that he seemed to expect arrest and
went quietly with the officer.

Conklins and Thorman.
[Wa«hington Dispatch to Chicago Record.]
Sonntor Fred Dubois now has the seat that

0

Senator Conkling occupied during his last ten

years in the Senate, and Mr. Hill sits where
the "Old Roman" sat. Conkling and Tburman
were always great friends, and the Senator
from New York never lost an opportunity to pay
the Senator from Ohio u compliment. It was

during his famous speech on the Belknap case,
which is declared by the veteran Senators to
have been the ablest and most convincing ex¬

ample of oratory ever heard in that chamber,
that Mr. Conkling turned in his place, and,
with his back to the presiding officer and his
Republican colleagues, addressed the most of
bis remarks to Mr. Thurman. The "Old
Roman" nally became irritated at the marked
attention he was receiving, and, addressing
Chief Justice Waite, who was in the chair, ui-

quired: "Why does the Senator from New York
direct his remarks to me? The rules of this
boily require him to address the presiding
officer."
Mr. Conkling drew himself up to his full

stature for an Instant, cast a queer glance at
Mr. Thurman, and. bowing apologetically, said
In a low, impressive tone: "I crave the par¬
don of the Senate. When the Mussulman prays
he turns his face toward Mecca. When I dis¬
cuss the law I turn instinctively to my distin¬
guished friend from Ohio."

Generons Mother.
Mrs. Dash.What did you get baby for Christ¬

mas?"
Mrs. Rash.I took $15 out of the little darl¬

ing's bank and bought him this lovely banquet
lamp. Chicago Record.

The time selected for the arrival In New
York Is the opening day of the new New
York Mining Stock Exchange. The entire
amount of ore and gold is to be taken to the
floor of the exchange just prior to the first
call. On the way the train will stop at
all large cities, and members of Chambers
of Commerce or Boards of Trade will be in¬
vited to inspect the golden samples.

I. B. Porter, the originator of this Monta
Christo display idea, is a real estate mag¬
nate in Denver, and was recently notified
of his election as president of this same
exchange, the office of which is at No. 35
Broadway. He frankly admits his primary
idea is to draw the attention of the holders,
of the millions of idle Eastern capital to
Colorado as a place for mining investments.
"If this money is brought to Colorado,"

he says, "it will enable the opening of
many valuable properties. In 1896 the de¬
velopment will be beyond anything con¬
ceived. Time was when the State was
loaded with good prospects, but there was
no money for development. Associated
with Eastern capital the output in 1896
would be greater than in any previous
year in the world's history. The number
of people in the State would double.
"The train and everybody in it will be

an animated advertisement of the great
wealth to be had for the digging in the
backbone of the continent. About one hun¬
dred citizens will be taken, though there
will be no limit, and an effort will be
made to have those most prominently iden¬
tified with the development of the mines
of the State compose the party.
"The discoverers an<J makers of Lead-

ville, Breckenridge. Aspen, San Juan, <"rlp-
ple Creek and all the gold and sliver
camps north and south, the hands that
have become famous guiding the affairs of
the Centennial State, and the men who
have dislodged the ore from its bed in tha
granite, will be included."
Mr. Porter realizes that he has undertaken

a big contract in transporting $1,000,000 in
gold ore half across the continent. It would
require 1.1)00 tons of $1,000 or ore, or varia¬
tions of the multiplier and the multiplicand,
and the objections </f mine owners to letting
so much valuable mineral go wandering
about the country will have to be met.
Mr. Porter does not propose to have

guards in braided uniforms watch over this
fortune in ore. The men employed for this
purpose will be a selected corps of mine
guards, men who are famed in the West for
absolute fearlessness and unjmpeacable hon¬
esty.men who convey $.!<>.000 or $3<i.000
in gold retorts from some distant mine high
in the mountains over lonely trails down to
the nearest banking town, or sleep alone in
the engine room or shaft house with sacks
of ore just filled from some phenomenally
rich pocket in the vein. One such man last
Summer brought $80,000 in retorts from
Tqm Boy to Tellukide in a pair of saddle¬
bags, and when asked what were his feel¬
ings while burdened with such a responsi¬
bility, answered that he "didn't have no
feellns, but just landed in the bank'n got *
receipt "


